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Fain over the fey many tales shall tell forth,
And say to the erne how it sped him at eating,
While he with the wolf was a-spoiling the slain.

So was the keen-whetted a-saying this while
Spells of speech loathly; he lied not much
Of weirds or of words.    Then uprose all the
war-band,                                                         3029

And unblithe they wended under the Ernes-ness,
All welling of tears, the wonder to look on.
Found they then on the sand, now lacking of soul,
Holding his bed, him that gave them the rings
In time erewhile gone by.    But then was the end-
day
Gone for the good one; since the king of the

battle,

The lord of the Weders, in wonder-death died.
But erst there they saw a more seldom-seen sight,
The Worm on the lea-land over against him
Down lying there loathly;   there was the  fire-
drake,

The grim of the terrors, with gleeds all beswealed.
He was of fifty feet of his measure                    3041

Long of his lying.    Lift-joyance held he
In the whiles of the night, but down again wended
To visit his den.    Now fast was he in death,
He had of the earth-dens the last end enjoyed.
There by him now stood the beakers and bowls,